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Sunset Freakin’ Key, Lee.  Lifestyles of the 
rich and famous, Amos.  ‘Ow da odder haff 
leeves, Jeeves.   
 
A $200 gift certificate was the catalyst for 
this arguably-off-Key-West Hop.  The 180-
yard 5-iron that I plunked down six feet from the hole on #6 earned me 
Closest To The Pin honors and I was rewarded with that highly coveted GC.  
It sat unused for months, but when B&J moved back to the Southernmost 

City after a year-and-a-half in self-
imposed mainland exile, I decided 
that a Welcome Back luncheon was 
in order. 
 
It could be argued, of course, that 
Latitudes, being on a separate 
island, does not qualify as a bar “on 
Key West”, which has always been a 
stipulation for inclusion in this 
esteemed boondoggle.  To that, I 
say, “pish posh, Josh.”  Sunset Key 
has always been considered Key 
West.  It even says so on the sign 
that greets you as you de-boat.  
Also, you get to SK by stepping onto 
a skiff that is tied up to the KW 
dock, thus, through the process of 
“electricity” -- which saved your ass 
so many times in childhood games 
of Tag -- the skiff was actually a 
part of K-Dub.  That logic justified 



the Hopping of Sebago Marquesa 
(#226) and Fury Pacific (#227), so 
it has to apply here. 
 
Ha.  Who would’ve thought that 
the innocent game of Tag would 
spawn an excuse to hit yet another 
bar?  There’s subversive trouble in 
those kiddie games, I tell ya.   
 
There have been schools that have banned the game of Tag, citing, of 
course, “risk of injury” (come on, just getting outa bed creates risk of injury) 
and the overused “self-esteem issues.”   
 
Puh-leeeeze, people.  Lighten up.  It’s freaking Tag.  It’s good runaround 
exercise.  Yeah, the more athletically-inclined kids win all the time, but 
that’s gonna be true in most sports that they might go on to play in their 
coming years, so might as well start to sort that out now.  The other kids, 
with their wits about them, would be well-served to learn the merits of just 
hanging out close to their safe zone (i.e. “ghouls”), spewing vicious taunts at 

the more talented Taggers, and then laughingly 
stepping back to safety whenever It nears.  Good 
training for later in life. 
 
It.  Ha.  You are It, douchebag.  There are times in 
life when being It is quite enviable, but in Tag, you 
are a damn leper.  Nobody must suffer your touch.  
You will contaminate them with your filthy Itness and 
send the others fleeing from them in terror.  No self-
esteem issues there. 
 
I used the phrase “talented Taggers” because it was 
all about God-given ability, wasn’t it?  Runners or 
basketball players or baseball players can overcome 

some rivals of greater natural ability through hard work and strategic mas-
tery.  But that never seemed to be a factor in Tag.  We never practiced it.  
We didn’t go to the gym to work on our Tag-related muscles and move-
ments.  We had no Tag coach mentoring us on what to do when It and how 
best to avoid being Itted.   
 
“Ghouls” was weird too.  Back on Branton Street in Dorchester, we used 
telephone poles.  Sometimes cars.  Sometimes just certain cars.  (We never 
used Mr. Mawn’s car, though, because he’d get mighty cranky about it.)  
One time, when Dutchie O was out of action with a hurt ankle, we included 



him in the game by using him as ghouls.  He was still somewhat mobile, so 
we had movable ghouls.  Alliances were formed and deals were cut.  Dutchie 
learned a lot about bribery and coercion.  You know:  life skills. 
 
One time, in a game with only a few other kids, I decided to revel in my 
Itness.  I proudly proclaimed myself as It and defied Charlie G, Johnny M, 
and Mark N to snatch the title from me.  Being 
an elusive little shit, I was able to stay It for a 
good while.  Of course, this being a new 
approach, we had to make up rules as we 
went along.  Little kids are fine with that, 
right?  If you were It, you got to add a rule.  
If a rule was deemed unreasonable – as when 
Charlie G thought he was being clever by 
decreeing “No one is allowed to touch me!” – 
we just joined forces and beat the crap out of 
him.  Risk of injury?  Nahhh. 
 
It’s kind of a shame that Tag isn’t an Olympic 
sport.  Everyone abandons the game by eight 
years old or so because there’s no future in it.  
Put the finalists in the corners of an octagonal 
field, shoot the gun and have at it.  To keep 
the competition from being endless, they could get rid of ghouls – which is a 
dumbass term anyway – and they could invoke an elimination variation to 
whittle the field down to the medalists.  And have the octagon shrink with 
each eliminated tagger, making it nice and cozy for the final four or so. 
 
Now, those elite Taggers would be more thrilling to watch than the aqua-
ballerinas of Individual Synchronzied Swimming or those ribbon-twirlers of 
Rhythmic Gymnastics -- annnnd the corrupt judging systems under which 
they toil would not a factor.  Ya tagged or ya didn’t.  Chalk it up. 
 
Which brings us back to Lat-IT-udes. 
 
Though I had no reservations about going to Sunset Key, I did have to have 
reservations to eat there.  I booked for 1:45, and we met at the launch at 
1:00.  This would give us some quality bar time before settling in at a table 
for lunch.  
 
It was a perrrrrrect December afternoon in the Conch Republic:  mid-70’s, 
nary a cloud in the sky, and a light breeze from the southwest.  December is 
the best month of the year in Key West, I say.  Temperature is down, almost 
no rain, not crowded yet.  Nice. 



 
 
We strolled off the skiff, affecting our best royal airs, and proceeded up the 
covered wooden dock and sloping walkway to Latitudes.  There is an outdoor 
bar that immediately caught my eye.  It’s on the shady east side of the 
building and covered by a roof.  It was not open, but it did plant the seed 
that it must be open sometime, yes?  A return trip just might be in order.  I 
don’t know when they use it – maybe just special occasions, maybe just 
evenings? – but coming back out here would not be a bad thing. 
 
We opened the door with the nicely-etched glass window – I appreciate well-
etched glass – and into the building that seems to serve as HQ for all SK 
functions; restaurant, patio, and bar were all to the right, and concierges, 
fitness center, and probably some other stuff, were to the to the left.  
  
A hostess greeted us.  She was not unfriendly, but she was not overly-
friendly either.  That was fine with me.  Overly-friendly makes me squirm.  I 
don’t need a host/ess pretending to be happy to see me, but I don’t want to 
be treated like I’m some pain in the ass either.  Greet me, seat me, go 
away. 
 
Her first question was, “Do you have reservations?”   
 
First off, it had been necessary to lay claim to reservations in order to even 
get on the damn skiff, but, I mused, it might be possible to arrive by your 



own boat, or even to swim here, and thus avoid the rez-req, so I just rolled 
with it.   
 
Secondly, my wry wit, which includes a propensity to turn words to their 
alternate meanings, was urging me to reply, “No, actually, I have no 
hesitations or trepidations whatsoever, let’s do it.”   
 
I decided, though, to save my co-Hoppers the wincing embarrassment, and 
spare the hostess the feigned amusement, and just said, “Yes, 1:45.”  
Clever, eh?  And then added, as she gathered up three menus, “We’ll have a 
drink the bar first, though.” 
 
This threw her a bit.  It was early afternoon.  There wasn’t even a bartender 
behind the bar at the time.  It was freakin’ gorgeous outside and tables 
were there for the taking.  Why, oh why, would anyone want to hang in here 

at an empty bar when they could be 
basking in tropical ecstasy on the 
patio?   
 
It’s our Duty, kiddo, and we take it 
seriously.  The Boondoggle never 
sleeps. 
 
Before we leapt in over our heads, I 
asked her to verify that my “Dinner 
For Two” GC would indeed be valid as 
a “Lunch For Three” document.  Good 
to be sure before rolling it out; I’m 
always wary of loopholes.  No sense 
running up $185 tab and being told, 
“Ohhhh, I’m afraid that’s not good till 
after 7.  Sorry.”  I’d be like, 
“Ohhhhhhh, OK, we’ll hang out till 7 
then, thanks.” 
 
But we got the green light, so all was 
good.  Our bartender – he came back 

after a couple minutes – pursed his lips and said, “Hmmmm, you might have 
trouble spending $200 at lunch.”  Ya, maybe, we agreed, but the $200 did 
include tax and 18% gratuity, which is rare.  So, we figgered that left us 
with about $150 to amuse ourselves with.  A good goal, for sure.  The down 
side was, ugh, alcohol not included.  Booooo.  Not so rare.  But, to be 
honest, we didn’t plan on doin’ much boozin’ anyway.  There’d be plenty of 
time for that later on.  ‘Twas early. 



 
Our barkeep was a good dude.  Dark of skin and curly of hair, he had a good 
way about him, and once he deduced that the “sir” and “madam” stuff was 
not our style, he casualed-up nicely.  His bar was nice too, as you’d expect, 
though small.  Really dark wood for the backbar shelves, with grayish 
marble atop the backbar and brownish-beigish marble as the customer 
bartop.  Nice ceiling, too, all griddy.  Deeply griddy too, not just cheap, 
shallow griddy.   
 
There were maybe eight stools, comfortable and with backs, but this was 
clearly a wait-for-my-table kind of bar, not a hunker-down-watch-some-
curling-and-tie-one-on bar.  That said, though, I can easily picture a couple 
of fine fellows cozying up to a half-dozen after-dinner snifters of Courvoisier 
or Remy Martin XO. 
 
Though separate from much of the dining areas, the bar does share room 
space with some dining tables, so it can be neither a cigar bar nor a loud TV 
bar.  There is one TV, in the middle, to keep people like us mesmerized and 
under control.  We resisted its lure, though, choosing affable conversation 
over wordless subservience to the almighty video screen. 
 
We weren’t into lingering anyway.  It 
really was too nice outside to be inside, 
even if it was nice inside.  So, I 
knocked off my Reel Good and we 
headed for the great outdoors.   
 
I’ll spare you the details about lunch; 
I’ve already wasted enough of your 
time rambling on about Tag.  But I will 
say that we did quite well with the 
$150 that we had to spend.  We each 
had a fine lunch (mine was a 
cheeseburger and fries, yes, but it was 
a very fine $18 cheeseburger and 
fries), we each had a fine dessert, and 
we each had another fine lunch to go.  
And, oh yeah, during our lunch, the 
barkeep sent me out another Reel 
Good, on da house.  Nice touch.   
 
 
 
 


